to forget herself. Then came the end of the performance.
Outside it was still raining. She was hungry. A cafe and
another ham sandwich. Fraulein Willfucr, hidden behind
a pillar, studied advertisements, those ambiguous back-
page advertisements which promise advice and help,
even in difficult cases. Her case seemed to belong to the
difficult ones....
She drank a glass of liqueur. She counted her money
with anxious eyes. She had already spent fifty marks,
and had achieved nothing. In a sudden access of
moral weakness, she ordered two eggs and ate them.
She sat so long behind her pillar that here, too, the or-
chestra pkyed the final march. She went to the station,
fetched her little case which she had left there, and found
a small, cheap hotel in the neighbourhood. By now she
was not far from fainting. She only wanted to sleep.
Her craving for sleep superseded all else. In a stufiy
room, she threw herself fully dressed on to a stufiy bed
and fell asleep almost instantaneously, freezing with cold
and shaken by little shudders in her bad dreams.
Next morning it was still raining. Helene did some
exercises, washed all over in cold water, and tried to
replenish her reserve of strength as much as possible*
She took the addresses from the advertisement page of the
paper and began her wanderings. Frau Winter, midwife,
was not at home. She had gone to a confinement on a
country estate. Fraulein Morholm, who was the next
she visited, was a creature of Helene's own stamp; a
young woman of good family, cultured, friendly and of
a pleasant restfulness. With her Helene had a long talk.
No, she did not concern herself with such things either*
She produced similar arguments to those of Frau Doktor
Gropius. One had too hard a fight for one's livelihood
as it was, one could not endanger or undermine it with
illegal practices. Conditions were such nowadays that
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